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But the drama, even with this new infiltration of realism, apparently never advanced beyond hasty sketches. The few elaborated scenes which have come down to us belong to the earlier period, among them also the richly coloured symbolic hymn to the triumph of genius, Mahomets Gesang, originally an amoebasum between AH and Fatime in honour of their master at the height of his success.
Prometheus attained to fuller maturity, because in it Goethe's heart was more involved.    Prometheus is Gotz magnified to Titanic proportions.    This Titan, puffed up with self-assurance and power, defies even the gods.    He is bound by no gratitude.    He has rescued himself from the hardest struggles and greatest dangers by his own strength.    What the gods did for him they did for themselves.    He feels himself their peer, for he can create as well as they.    His realm extends as far as the sphere of his activity.    What though this be small, he is nevertheless lord over it.    He has no need of the gods even to give life to his creatures;  for through his genius (Minerva) he has a share in the world-spirit, who rules the gods as well as him, and through this spirit his creatures receive life.    It makes no difference to him that he must suffer pain.    He finds within himself the power to dry his tears, and does not hate life because not all dreams that blossom reach maturity. Thus  he, the  Hfe-loving,   fate-hardened  world-conqueror stands in striking contrast to Hfe-hating, weak, world-fleeing Werther.    In Prometheus the poet celebrated his victory over the Werther moods to which he was, for the time being, subject.    We hear his fondness for Hfe and enjoyment of creation, when Prometheus, happy and proud in the midst of his creatures, cries: " Here is my world, my all!    Here I feel myself, all my wishes in corporeal forms. My spirit so thousandfold divided and yet one in my dear children."    But the most perfect of his creatures is love, Pandora.    In her he has incorporated everything that has quickened and refreshed him under the wide heaven and upon the boundless earth.    By radiating love and being borne up by it he becomes most like a god.     Goethe